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red rag will never lie still. And what was the purpose of your present travel ? ' he continued to Plantagenet.
4 None ; I was sick of silly home.'
* The gentry cove will be romboyled by his dam,' said a third gipsy. 'Queer CufSn will be the word yet, if we don't tout.'*
' Well, you shall see a little more of us before you decide/ said Morgana, thoughtfully-, and turning the conversation. * JBeruna.'
' Ay ! ay ! Morgana!'
' Tip me the clank, like a dimber mort as yon are ; trim a ken for the gentry cove; he is no lanspresado, or I am a 'kinchin.' f
4 Ay! ay! Morgana/ gaily exclaimed the girl, and shft .ran oifto prepare a bed for the Lord of Cadnrcis.
CHAPTER XV.
'DE. MASHAM could gain no tidings of the object of his pursuit at Southport: here, however, he ascertained that Plantagenet could not have fled to London, for in those days public conveyances were rare. There was only one coach that ran, or rather jogged, along this road, and it went but once a week, it being expected that very night; while the innkeeper was confident that so far as Southport was concerned, his little lordship had not sought refuge m the waggon, wbich was more frequent, though somewhat slower, in its progress to the metropolis. Unwilling to return home, although the evening was now drawing in, the Doctor resolved to proceed to a considerable town about twelve miles further, which Cadurcis might have reached by a cross road ; so drawing his cloak around him, looking
* His mother will make a hue and cry after the gentleman yet; justice of the peace will be the word, if we don't look sharp.
t Give me the tankard, like a pretty girl. Get a bc<l ready for tna gentleman. He is no informer, or I am an infant.